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e day Hope stopped by for a visit.

lt was early evening, and a boy named David sat on
a tenement floor, glued to the TV,

“Wha's that?” the boy asked his mother, pomtmg
to the screen. His mother looked up from a frayed soﬁ
and set her newspaper aside.

“That's Barack Obama,” she said.

“Braco-what?”

“Barack Obama,” she repeated with a smile. “| know
it’s a mouthful. Anyway, he’s someone very special.”

:cwhy?;s

“Well, for one thing—"
“How come those people are shouting his name?”
“Because he~’

“Are they all his friends? They must be his friends.
What’s his name again?”

“Boy! You are about to wear me out!”

“Sorry,” David whispered.

The mother patted a spot on the sofa beside her.

“Come,” she said. “If you sit still, PIl tell you his
story.”
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They used to call him Barry.

His family stretched

from Kansas to Kenya,

his mama, white as whipped cream,

his daddy, black as ink.
His mama’s folks, Gramps and Toot,

were part of the first family

he ever knew.
Love was the bridge
that held them all together.
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from feehng sad some’umes

. "especml]ywhen he heard the Word Dworce.







Barry’s mom married

a man named Lolo

and—Oh! The wonderland

he took Barry to: Indonesia,

aland of pet gibbons and pet crocodiles.
Barry laughed himself silly

sliding in the rainy-season mud.

He caught crickets, flew kites,

and joyed in the jungle

at the edge of his new home—
a perfect paradise, until

the sight of beggars

broke his heart.

Barry started to wonder,

Will I ever be able

to help people like these?

Hope hummed deep inside of him.

Someday, son.

Someday.




Before dawn e€ach morning

Barry lose; his 'In(')_the"'r’s vbice










Back in Hawaii
asurprise came one dz
“I'm here, son” he heg,
Barry listened to the st:
of his father’s voice,
“Your grandmama, says
you are doing very wel]
It's in the blood, T think













| qulck mmd could count

- Soon he pounded across the;_hlgh sck







“Who am I?” asked Barry.

“I'don’t look 'like‘ my mother.
Idon't look hke my father.

I only look hke me.”

Barry was dlz zy with questions.
o ;.”You are not your :Eather”
' a'frlend -told him.

“You a,re not your mother.

- You must choose your own way:

- :Choose what? thought Barry.







darry’s mind spun like a top.

Tow could he know

vhich way to go?

Listen, said Hope. And he did.

“here it was! The answer repeating
ik :horusin his ear;

Badcation is the key;” said Gramps.
Education is the secret” said Toot.

‘Education is the way;” said Mom.

‘Education is the path,” said his father.

Remember: It's in the blood”




Barry rolled up hlS s]eeves and stud1ed
in the sha,dow of Pah s p_,i.ak
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When Barack wasn tstu dying, I
helikedto] jog along the Hudson River.
He couldn’t help but notice.

the river of hurt and hate and hlstory
that separated bla,cks and Whltes

Bemg both he cou d not take 51des
“Don't wom/, sald Hope..
1 wzll be your bridg

Intime, you wzll be the bmdgé
forothers:

ERS







Barack hid his sadness

Study, said the V01ces of his chﬂdhood
“Watch. Learn. Keep Your eyes open,
Barack’s eyess saw

the hungry zmd the homeless







The _W_ork was grueling,

with stretches of failure,

and puny patches of success.

Door-to-do or Barack went,
early morriings,- late riights,

pleadmg and preachlng,

| coaxmg strangers to mareh together

“to make ]ﬁe better :Eor everyone
 Hey Worked as hard as a farmer

plantmg the Words “Yes ‘we can!”

hke secdsin spring. -
Impa,tlent Ba,raek kept Wondermg'

1f those eed; 'wouldever sprout

He worried that the hope in hlm

would fadc away.




T'Beforé Bara k chas ed ]’118 future

travélin gto Kenya;
to find his family,
his father’s bones,
and his owh-‘placé-
in the circle of .

He sat Wlth Auma and Zeltum

ane and ' arzih Yusuf and- Sa,yld
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